F course, it’s nothing to me, ab- 
O solutely nothing”—Lalla lifted 
slim, deprecating shoulders as 
she balanced a cup of tea close to her 
lips—“‘except so far as it concerns you 
and the children. Hartley has reached 
a period in life where he will bear a 
little watching. It is a natural psycho- 
logical reaction after years of hard 
work, Bob sa’ He has his neck above 
water financially, now, and is ready to 
relax. We considered it our duty to 
tell you, so you could at least be on 
your guard.” 

“I have perfect faith in Hartley.” 
Shirley drew on her long, suéde gloves 
nervously, one sandaled foot rocking to 
and fro under the narrow table between 
them. “It’s awfully good of you and 
Bob, but,” she went on emphatically, 
“I know he is mistaken, It couldn't 
have been Hartley.” 

“My dear girl, Hartley is just one 
more man, after all. They all get 
frightfully bored and fed up with the 
monotony of suburban life and the 
sameness of things, And you can’t be 
frank with any man. If you are, he 
thinks you're emotional or prejudiced. 
Bob and I both like Hartley immensely. 
We think he’s been a splendid husband 
and father for the past nine years, but 
a reaction is to be expected.” 

Shirley smiled at her sister confi- 
dently. 
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“It’s awfully nice of you to let me 
know, Lalla, but I don’t want to dis- 
cuss it any further, please.” 

Lalla went straight on tranquilly, but 
firmly, 

“IT know just how you feel, dear, and 
my heart aches for you, but it’s far bet~ 
ter to face truth than to evade it by 
self-deception, You must be brave for 
the sake of the kiddies, and stand up 
under it. Bob says he would never 
have interfered if it hadn't been for 
the money end of it, but he made a 
few quiet inquiries around, and found 
that Hartley is placing a fifteen-thou- 
sand-dollar mortgage on the Middle 
Neck property, and you tell me that 
you knew nothing about this.” 

“He probably didn’t want to worry 
me.” Shirley’s tone held just a touch of 
defiance as she slipped on her cloak 
“No doubt it’s just a matter of busi- 
ness.”" 


“Bob says his affairs are in perfect 
condition. There's apparently no rea- 
son for raising this immediate cash. 
But I shall leave it to you, Shirley, It 
was right that you should know, but, 
of course, the issue lies between you 
and Hartley now.” 

Shirley glanced at her wrist watch, 
and pushed back her chair. 

“T’ve got to catch the six-twenty-two. 
Don't you hurry, Lalla. I'll take a taxi 
to the station. Finish your tea and cig- 


The Affair at the Lion d'Or 


arette. The children are going to a 
party to-night, and I want to dress them 


myself. Anna is good to them, but 
she's careless. Good-by.” 
Lalla Kingsley looked up at her 


younger sister amusedly, She was only 
twenty-nine, but she bore the unmistak- 


able hallmark of suburban life. Her 
clothing was in excellent’ taste, but 
lacked the final touch of smartne It 


was the first of March, and she wore 
a small, brown winter hat, where Lalla’s 
was a herald of spring in the latest 
oriole-gold tone. A light scattering of 
freckles showed, too, over her small, 
well-shaped nose, mementos from last 
summer's beach days. 

“Listen, darling,” Lalla said confi- 
dentially, “and remember your old, big 
sister laves you devotedly. You're let- 
ting yourself run down. I'll bet you 
haven't seen the inside of a beauty shop 
in years, probably not since Joe arrived, 
You dab on a little vanishing cream the 
day you have to come to town and let 
it go at that. You need pointing up, 
keying up to the pitch. Run into Va- 
lerie’s at least twice a week, and let 
her fix you up, She’s a marvel, Now, 
don’t look at me as if T had slapped 
you, Bob says the girl he saw Hartley 
with at the Lion d'Or was a perfect 
type of English beauty. Get back into 
the blue-ribbon line yourself, Shirley.” 

Shirley left the crowded tea room, 
caught a taxi at the side entrance to 
the Ritz, and reached the Long Island 
entrance to the Pennsylvania Station in 
time to make the six-twenty-two. There 
was no danger of encountering Hart- 
lev, she thought, with a swift little pang 
of regret. For a long time it had been 
his regular train home, but now there 
was business every night to detain him 
in town until nine or later. Saturday. 
the evening Bob claimed he had seen him 
at the Lion d'Or, he had come in around 
midnight. An out-of-town client had 
invited him to the theater, he had ex- 
plained, 
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She almost wished that Lalla had not 
told her. It was too horrible, too un- 
believable. As the train swept through 
the tunnel she closed her eyes, trying 
to keep a grip on her racing thoughts, 
Back and forth they wove, hunting for 
something in the past month or two 
which she could fasten tangible suspi- 
cion to. Hartley's manner toward her 
was unchanged. The close bond of un- 
derstanding between them, of perfect 
surety that had come from years of 
happy married life together, his unfail- 
ing tenderness and consideration in lit- 
tle ways toward her, his love for the 
children, all was exactly as it had al- 
ways been. 

Yet Lalla had just told her that he 
—Hartley Travers, her husband—had 
placed a fifteen-thousand-dollar mort- 
gage on their home without her knowl- 
edge, and had more than insinuated that 
he was carrying on an affair at the Lion 
@Or with some girl, She wished that 
she had thought to ask her name, Prob- 
ably Bob would not know it, though. It 
was all so vague and indefinite. A long- 
ing came over her to go directly to Hart- 
ley and tell him what she had heard. 
He would be fair with her. She felt 
that she could trust him absolutely. 
They would laugh over it together after 
he had explained. 

Once she had reached the 
to tell him herself, she felt 3 
Then the name of the place where he 
had heen seen recurred to her, The 
Lion d'Or. She remembered hearing 
of it as a popular inn somewhere in 
the Westchester hills. He had avoided 
Long Island evidently, Perhaps that 
was why he had heen keeping the new 
roadster in town fitely, leaving the coupé 
for her to drive. There had been the 
night recently. too. when Joe had taken 
a header from hi- bicycle in front of 
a truck over in the village. They had 
brought him home te her, bruised and 
scared, and when she had tried to call 
his father at the office or club, he had 
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not been at either place. When she 
had asked him where he had been that 
night, he had told her on a special case 
up in Westchester, 

That was it, of course, she thought 
suddenly, with relief. He was on a 
case where secrecy was required. But 
why should he need fiiteen thousand 
dollars at once? She found herself back 
at the starting post when the train 
stopped at Middle Neck. 

She took one of the station jitneys 
to her home on Wild Duck Road, It 
was only a ten-minute run. She leaned 
back tiredly, watching the familiar land- 
marks as the car swerved off the main 
street into one of the bay roads. Fif- 
teen thousand dollars, The figures 
danced before her eyes against the twi- 
light outside, Not such a large sum, 
The house was worth three times as 
much, with its shore rights and beau- 
tiful stretch of land on either side. But 
Hartley had always told her it was hers 
absolutely, her home, a citadel for her 
and the children against the winds of 
chance. He could never know what that 
meant to her after two years of uncer- 
tainty out in Chicago, trying to gain a 
foothold for herself. 

The car stopped before a friendly 
looking country house, white, broad, 
low. spreading out restfully among its 
gardens, It was almost springlike out 
here after the chill bareness in town. 
The pussy willows were flirting plumes 
of pollen-tipped green along the road 
that led to the little stone bridge. The 
flowering currant bushes on each side of 
the steps held a golden haze of delicate 
bloom. The lilac and rose hedges were 
brave with buds. From one of the 
lower shore meadows ’a bird called ea- 
gerly, and caught an answer from a 
fringe of willows farther down. 

She turned on the broad-pillared ve- 
randa to look back over the bay before 
entering the house. Paths of light lay 
on the garden from all the lower win- 
dows. Surety and love seemed shel- 
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tered here, but it was the sweep and 
surge of the incoming tide that held her 
, full tide seeking a grip hold on 
every spot of land it could reach, Her 
own happiness had seemed bounded by 
laws as immutable and changeless as 
those which ruled the tides. And now, 
suddenly, in a few hours’ time, she felt 
it imperiled by undercurrents of danger 
which she had never suspected could 
reach her, 

The children rushed to meet her with 
tumultuous embraces the instant she 
opened the door. Joe was first, his 
close-cut brown curls tousled into a 
crest as he rooted and snuggled eagerly, 
close in her arms. Kit stood delicately 
aloof, rocking on one pointed toe, then 
the other, with dreaming, wide eyes of 
anticipation. 

“What did you bring us?” Joe de- 
manded grandly. “I've been good. You 
can ask Anna.” 

She bent to kiss Kit's loving, up- 
turned lips, then squeezed Joe’s hand 
reassuringly. How wonderful they 
were, she thought, with a quick flash 
of pride; strong, handsome, valiant 
youngsters, with unafraid eyes. 

“Where's father?” asked Kit happily. 
“We ate our dinner because you were 
so late. Can I wear my blue georgette, 
please, mother?” 

They rushed upstairs to start dress- 
ing, leaving her fingering over the let- 
ters on the telephone stand. Not one 
to arouse the least suspicion, she 
thought. And just then Anna stepped 
to the door of the hall and told her 
that Mr. Travers had called up about 
six o'clock to say he would not be out 
until around ten, Would she have din- 
ner served for herself before the chil- 
dren dressed or after? 

Shirley’s first impulse was to say she 
did not want any dinner, On second 
thought she checked up her nerves, and 
smiled. Of course she would have her 
dinner. It was absurd to lose her grip 
just when she needed keenness and cour- 
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age. She ate alone in the large din- 
ing room, Anna waiting on her soli- 
citously, Everything about the house 
seemed to stand out with a peculiar dis- 
tinctness to her to-night, as if it had 
all taken on an amazing new valuation, 
Tt was more than comfortable. Hartley 
had been very successful in his last cases. 
They had begun to indulge in luxuri 
Shirley was even developing a conne 
seur’s taste in antiques. 

The Sheraton pieces, the Jacobean 
dining-room set, the fifteenth-century 
Florentine console with the mirror and 
two chairs that made the entrance hall 
a place of beauty, the Chinese rugs, just 
the right painting for the west alcove 
by the fireplace, the new collection of 
Lowestoft china that she delighted in, 
the additions to Hartley's library of first 
editions he had always wanted, all rep- 
resented sums that would have kept 


them for years in the early days of 
their marriage. 
The dressing of the children held her 


mind engaged for the next hour. She 
sent them away with Anna finally, to 
the second house along the shore road 
where the party was to be held, watech- 
ing from the head of the stairway as 
they threw kisses to her on the wa 

Something seemed to tug deep into 
her heart, a fierce, protective yearning 
over them. Could anything really ever 
jeopardize the settled happiness of her 
wifehood and motherhood, anything out 
of the old days back in Chicago which 
she had never told Hartley about? She 
returned to her own bedroom and looked 
at herself searchingly in the oval dress- 
ing mirror, She was slender; her con- 
tour still girlish. Hartley loved to call 
her a thoroughbred, a finer type than 
most women, with her slim ankles, small 
feet and hands, the silky luxuriance of 
her hair, the fineness of her skin, the 
poise and grace of her movements, even 
her low, evenly cadenced voice in speak- 
ing. All these he had held precious as 
his own. 
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Yet Lalla had spoken with brutal 
frankness and told her she was letting 
herself run down in her grooming and 
looks. With a sudden impulse she went 
to her desk, hunted through the lower 
drawer among letters and old keepsakes 
until she found a photograph of her- 
self at twenty. She stared at it with 
appraising intentness, comparing it with 
the reflection in the mirror. Person- 
ally, she thought she had improved. 
There was an immature prettiness about 
the girl in the photograph. The dress 
looked old-fashioned, though she re- 
membered how pleased she had been 
th it, a shell-pink crépe banded in 
silver and pearl embroidery, She had 
worn it the night when she first met 
Hartley at a bridge party on New Year's 
Eve, in the Kingsley apartment on West 
End Avenue. They lived on Riverside 
now. Lalla had come in while she was 
dressing. and had looked her over ap- 
provingly 

“T want you to like Bob's 
Hartley Travers,” she had said. “He's 
and— 1 wouldn't say anything 
ving been on the stage if | were 
you, Shirley. Bob might not like it. 
Tt would be different if you had ever 
really done anything worth while.” 

So she had buried the memory of the 
previous two years’ experience. Not 
that there was anything to be ashamed 
of, only contact with theatrical life and 
its emergencies had given her more 
sophistication, perhaps disillusion, too, 
than most girls of her age possessed. 
The first year she had been out with 
three road shows to the Coast, in a dane- 
ing number. The last year she had 
heen lucky enough to get a small part 
and understudy the lead in a success- 
ful Chicago production that had run 
for months. 

She had been encouraged, and proud 
of her experience, until her visit East, 
when Lalla had managed to convey her 
disapproval. Boh was president of a 
new motor concern. Lalla and he were 


friend, 
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beginning to sift their acquaintances and 
study the stock reports. Their heads 
were lifting above the timber line so- 
cially, and Shirley felt that perhaps they 
were right after she had met Hartley 
‘Travers. 

He had been reserved and rather 
aloof. She had not understood him at 
all, had never dreamed he would even 
notice her. Around midnight the bridge 
playing had stopped with the arrival of 
more guests. Bob had mixed drinks 
expertly and assiduously. She had been 
amazed at the loosening up of the party 
when horns and confetti were passed 
around, and the men donned paper caps. 

She had not returned West. She and 
Hartley had heen married two months 
later. 

No, it could not be anything concern- 
ing herself that had stepped out of the 
past. She laid the photograph back and 
drew a deep breath of relief. It must 
be Hartley. But not what Lalla had 
insinuated. There was no other love 
interest in his life, she thought resent- 
fully. A woman did not have to be 
assured of such a thing. She knew. 
It was something more, a menacing 
thing that he was afraid she might find 
out. 

She smiled slowly, her eyes half 
closed, thinking back, groping for real- 
ities, not conjectures, out of old ends 
of memories. Neither Bob nor Lalla 
had known of that. It had been told 
to her by a friend out in Chicago to 
whom she had written of her marriage 
to Hartley Travers. She had destroyed 
the letter, putting the whole story aside 
asa jealous bit of retaliation. Now, it 
came slowly back to her, Something 
that had happened when he was prac- 
ticing law in San Francisco, years be- 
fore. Tt must have been when he was 
twenty-four or five, she mused, just 
tarting in. A criminal case where he 
had been involved in charges, and been 
disbarred. 

The telephone rang down in the liv- 
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ing room, She picked up the extension 
receiver from the stand by the bed, and 
answered eagerly, hoping it was Hart- 
ley calling her. But a strange male 
voice answered, in a slightly husky bari- 
tone, with a London accent, an assertive 
voice that was yet slightly ingratiating, 
asking for Mr. Travers. 

“Not in, eh? Might I ask when you 
expect him to return? Ah, yes, thank 
you so much. Would you mind telling 
him to call Cirele 5950, Miss Ackers? 
Eh? Wait a bit.” There was a pause. 
She could catch the faint sound of an 
altercation over the wire, then the voice 
spoke again. “Never mind the name, 
thanks. He'll understand. Just Circle 
5959. Who is this, by the way?” 

“The maid, sir,” she replied gently, 
“I'll give Mr. Travers the message as 
soon as he comes in.” 

She hung up the receiver with a thrill 
of delight and excitement. Intuitively 
she felt that this was the name she 
sought. It was strange to her, and 
Hartley always discussed the personnel 
of his cases with her. She had never 
heard him speak of a Miss Ackers. She 
carefully wrote the name and number 
down in her address hook, tucking it 
hack into the inner pocket of her hand 
bag. The voice had heen unmistakably 
English. Lalla had told her that the 
girl with whom Hartley had been seen 
at the Lion d'Or had been an English 
blond type. She started to shut off the 
droplight on the stand, and stopped 
musingly. Calling “Information” s 
asked for the street address of Ci 
5959. The answer came back promptly, 
“Hotel Bellaire, 152 West Fifty-second 
Street.” 

The following evening, around seven 
o'clock, the wandering attention of Dolf 
Ackers was drawn to a strikingly inter- 
esting new figure in the lounge of the 
Hotel Bellaire. He lowered his news- 
paper in order to follow her movements 
with more accuracy. She was extremely 
attractive, he told himself on second 
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scrutiny, distinctive, yet daring, dressed 
in black, the latest silhouette in vogue. 
Two unusually large brown eyes over- 
jooked him as she passed, with a com- 
plete lack of interest’ in his existence. 
He noticed alertly that she was groomed 
to the last degree of perfection, her 
brown hair arranged in close waves that 
held a sheen of bronze under the youth- 
fud, pierrette hat of copper-toned straw, 
its black, jeweled ~pompons clustered 
close under one ear. 

Dolf’s experienced eye also noted with 
appreciation that nature was not wholly 
responsible for each crowning detail. 
Only the higher mysteries of the best 
beauty shops could have produced such 
finesse in effect, but the result was daz- 
zling. Thoroughbred, he thought, posi- 
tively thoroughbred. 

She proceeded to one of the small writ- 
ing tables near him, seated herself, com- 
pletely at her ease, and prepared to 
write a note. Dolf sat in rapt contem- 
plation of the silken-clad ankles, amaz- 
ingly small, the black satin slippers, the 
last word in pedal toggery, he thought, 
and tiny. He assumed the rapt expres- 
sion of a devotee, not too humble, and 
displayed his one hundred and seventy 
pounds, six feet one, London-tailored 
ensemble to the best advantage. 

Shirley’s heart beat faster as she bent 
over the ostensible letter she appeared 
to be writing. The mirrored flashes of 
herself she had caught out in the lobby 
had been startlingly reassuring. She 
had never dressed the part of any role 
better than this new one she was play- 
ing to-night. It had taken as much 
ingenuity as courage. First she had 
asked for certain information that 
morning from a reliable, private detec- 
tive bureau. The reply had been brief. 
hut all she needed. Miss Tessie Ackers 
was a guest at the Hotel Bellaire with 
her brother, Mr. Dolf Ackers, both reg- 
istered from London. They 
be well supplied with money 
callers. Mr, Ackers was understood 
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to be in the theatrical producing busi- 
ness. Beyond this, she could find out 
nothing on such short notice. Giving 
orders to have the pair looked up in 
London, Shirley felt she was on sure 
ground. 

When she had given Hartley the tele- 
phone message at breakfast he had not 
appeared at all embarrassed. Rather, 
he had devoted himself more strenu- 
ously than usual to his morning romp 
with the children before leaving, had 
held her close in his arms with a curi- 
ous intensity for their last-minute kiss. 

“Blessed girl,” he said, releasing her. 
“You're everything, know it? Don't 
wait dinner for me. I may be detained.” 

“T won't wait a minute.” She had 
smiled back at him, and had immediately 
proceeded to arrange her affairs for the 
day on the new schedule. An eleven- 
o'clock appointment at Valerie's, two 
hours for beauty treatments, three hours 
for shopping recklessly, but with dis- 
crimination; at five she found herself 
registered at the Bellaire under her 
former stage name, Shirley Bell. She 
had told the clerk that she merely in- 
tended making the hotel her headquar- 
ters while playing dates around New 
York. This would explain her absences. 

Presently, from beneath lowered 
lashes, she saw Mr. Ackers rise, saun- 
ter over to the desk, and examine the 
register. He bought cigarettes, chatted 
pleasantly with the girl at the switch- 
board, and came back deliberately to- 
ward her. 

“Miss Bell, wonderful to see you here, 
ripping! What are you doing now?” 

She caught his cue, smiled a welcome 
to him over her shoulder, and extended 
her hand carelessly over the back of 
of her chair. 

“T didn’t suppose you would remem- 
ber me, Mr. Ackers, it’s so long since 
we saw each other.” She saw him give 
her a searching look as if questioning 
her sincerity before he decided merely 
to admire her astuteness in following 
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his lead. He drew up a deeply cush- 
ioned chair close beside the desk, and 
relaxed into it easily. 

“I've been on the other side for a 
couple of years. Just ran over now 
to look at a couple of productions I 
may take back with me. You're looking 
fearfully fit. you know.” 

“Am 1?” She gave him the full bene- 
fit of her undivided attention now. “I 
don't see why. I’m working night and 
day, breaking in a new act, and I'm 
awfully lonesome. New York changes 
so, doesn’t it? You go away for a few 
months, and.it's all strange.” 

“Rather.” He was glancing away 
from her, thoughtfully regarding the 
elevators, considering several ways and 
means of evading the possibility of Miss 
Tessie Ackers discovering them. 
“Wouldn’t it be jolly, now, if we slipped 
out to dinner together for a little old- 
times chat? Around to the Garrick 
Chop House, eh? I don't like these 
noisy places where you can’t talk, do 
you? And you don’t have to dress up 
over there. You look terribly glossy, 
anyway. What do you say?” 

“I'd simply love it.” Shirley smiled 
at him contentedly. It had been so 
much easier than she expected. She 
finished her letter, sealed it, and faced 
her first adventure since her marriage 
with a thrill of amusement. Suppos- 
ing she were to encounter Hartley, 
she thought, on their way out! Would 
he recognize her? It gave an element 
of risk to her plan that she had to face. 
Once in the upper room of the chop 
house she felt safe, with Ackers order- 
ing bountifully, his eyes dwelling on her 
every now and then with keen admira- 
tion. 

“Tell me all about yourself,” she 
urged, “and Tessie. When I found 
out she was here with you. I wondered 
if you could have married abroad—un- 
til the clerk told me different.” 

“You're a regular bird of paradise!” 
He smiled at her tenderly, knowingly. 
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“That’s what you are, a rare one, So 
you found out all about me, did you, 
marked me before I even saw you? 
Little bit wary of the missus, eh? Well, 
she isn’t. She’s my sister. And she 
wouldn't interfere, anyway. She’s tied 
up in some very delicate, intricate busi- 
ness.” 

Shirley watched him from beneath 
her long lashes, the large head, close-cut, 
sandy hair, sandy eyelashes and brows, 
eyes alert and watchful, a little set, 
good-humored smile of self-satisfaction 
lurking around his mouth, 

“You don't believe me?” he asked. 

“T wasn’t even thinking about her,” 
she answered slowly. “Tell me all about 
yourself.” 

When Hartley arrived home shortly 
after ten he found his wife absent. The 
children were sleeping peacefully in 
their rooms adjoining Shirley’s, but 
there was no sign of her. Anna was 
entertaining a maid from the next house, 
He disliked questioning her, but after 
half an hour of waiting, he stepped to 
the door of the butler’s pantry, and said 
casually that he would drive over for 
Mrs. Travers. Where had she gone? 

“She go to town, Mr. Travers,” Anna 
imparted instantly, “I think maybe she 
go to the theater with Mis’ Kingsley. 
T hear her talk a lot on the phone be- 
fore she go this morning.” 

“Yes, of course, I remember now.” 
Hartley returned to the library, and re- 
sumed the magazine reading he had tried 
to concentrate on before, The ticking 
of the tall mahogany clock in the hall 
sounded inordinately loud. He found 
himself waiting for the fifteen-minute 
chime impatiently. Shirley had not been 
in town at night without him since their 
marriage. It was not like Lalla to call 
up and ask her on short notice, either. 
Possibly she had invited them both, and 
ley had been unable to reach him 
on the wire, 

He smoked steadily, waiting for the 
theater train, finally deciding to meet 
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it himself. As he turned the corner 
on Middle Neck Road that led to the 
station, the train pulled in. He looked 
for the familiar figure in the brown 
veldyne suit and small brown hat, but 
failed to find it among the alighting 
passengers. Just as he was about to 
leave he caught a fleeting glimpse of 
some one getting into the taxi ahead of 
his car; not Shirley, of course, but some 
one like her. Before he could recover 
from his surprise, the taxi had wheeled 
ahout. and made for Middle Neck Road. 

He trailed it unsuspéctingly until it 
turned off at the short cut to Wild Duck 
Road down on Prince’s Point When it 
stopped before his own home he saw a 
slim, distinctive figure in black alight, 
pay the driver, and go up the walk to 
the front door, By the time he had put 
the car in the garage Shirley had slipped 
out of her gown and into a negligee. 
She was taking down her hair when he 
entered her room 


“Hello, dear, did you just get in?” 
she asked. Hartley stared back at her 
keenly He noted the change in her, 
the full effect of the night’s excitement. 
as well as Valerie's deft effects 

Where have you been?" he asked 
deliberately, 

Shirley's tone was soft 

“Where have you been, dear?” 
countered 

“So that’s it!” His jaws set in lines 
of repression as he lighted a cigarette. 
“A little retaliation, For which, 1 pre- 
sume, [ may thank Bob Kingsley.” He 
held the burnt match in his finger tips 
musingly. “What has he told you?” 

Shirley turned around to face him, 
her hair thrown back, her hands rest- 
ing on the edge of the dressing table. 

“There's just one thing T want to 
know, Hartley.” she answered calmly. 
“Ts it true that you are mortgaging this 
place, my home, for fifteen thousand 
dollars?” 

He hesitated, the anger dying away. 
He looked worried and tortured, she 
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thought, but she must know at least 
this, from his own lips. The answer 
came with a visible effort, 

“Yes It is a temporary necessity. 
I will pay it o 


“Why won't you tell me all about it, 
Hartley? I've got to know, I tell you 


Please, please tell me.” 

He looked back at her quietly, notic- 
ing the touch of make-up on her face, 
the reddened lips, shadowed eyelids. 
curled masses of hair, all cleverly done, 
but unmistakable, and the muscles of his 
jaws hardened 

“Because it doesn't concern you. If 
this is the way vou react to gossip——” 

Tt is not gossip!" she flung back. 
“You have placed a mortgage on our 
home, and I demand to know the truth. 
T have a right to know.” 

“Possibly you have.” He stared cut 
of the wide window steadily, but with 


unseeing eves. his hands deep in his 


pockets. “But there is nothing I can 
tell you, ept that I will pay it off 


as soon as I am able. An emergency 

unforeseen—has come up suddenly, 
and I've got to meet it. that’s all, I've 
got to.” The words came from behind 
clenched teeth. He started for his own 
room, stopped at the door, and added: 
“T know it's rotten for you, Shirley, 
but I'm asking you now to stand steady, 
and not to make a fool of yourself 
through any idea of getting back at me. 
You belong to the children: 

He closed the door between them. 
She waited, yearning for him, on the 
point of rushing after him and telling 
him everything. but his manner and 
tone were a barrier. Besides, she to'd 
herself, it would spoil everything. He 
would never let her go ahead if he knew. 
She snapped off her light and went 
into the little adjoining hall rooms. 
where Joe and Kit were sleeping, It 
made her feel easier to lay her cheek 
against their flushed, warm faces, and 
cuddle the relaxed little bodies close 
in her arms. 
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He had told her she belonged to them, 
cutting off his own rights perhaps un- 
thinkingly, and it hurt deep in her soul. 
The tears she shed on the pink and 
white coverlets did considerable damage 
to Valerie's effects, but she felt relieved 
and reassured when she stopped crying, 
and went into her own room to sleep. 

Other nights Dolf waited for her and 
they went out to dinner together, Mel- 
lowed up, Dolf indulged in interesting 
reminiscences that shed much light on 
his past and on Tessie's. He was rap- 
idly becoming infatuated with Shirley 
Bell. Her cool aloofness and reserve 
delighted him. More and more he 
slipped off his own disguise and con- 
fided in her. He was not in the the- 
atrical business at all. Something much 
bigger than that. 

“As you might say, a financier of for- 
tune. And Tessie’s got on my nerves 
terribly. She's a good old girl, but she’s 
fussy. Now she wants to take this 
money and bury it. What's the good 
of burying it, says 1, when we might 
slip away somewhere and have a pleas- 
ant little time on it?” 

Shirley gave him a quick glance, meas- 
uring his mental grasp on the present 
moment. His hand as it reached for 
his glass shook slightly, almost over- 
turning a goblet of water. She drew in 
a soft, deep breath, and tried the ice. 

“Still, she’s so clever. I think she's 

really cleverer than you are, Dolf. 
You're a sweet, kindly old dear, but 
Tessie’s the little general.” 
0, she’s not,” he protested. wag- 
ging his head at her solemnly. “Don’t 
you believe it for one moment. [ 
planned this myself, I found out where 
he was, and just how much he would 
stand. It's not much, but it’s a tidy lit- 
tle sum to start with. We'll get more 
out of him later on.” 

“Happened in Frisco, didn’t it?” Her 
tone was casual. “I remember you told 
me the other night.” She almost trem- 
bled for fear he would suspect her. 
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“I did, didn't 1? Twelve years ago. 
Tessie’s thirty-five, but she looks twenty, 
She was married to a chap named Mel- 
bourne Ned—a nice boy, too; died in 
Australia after they got away from the 
States all right-o. When he got in trou- 
ble she went to this young lawyer, Trav- 
ers was the name, Billy Travers, only 
he's taken another first name now.” 

“IT know. He was disbarred for it, 
you told me.” 

“That's right. They were awfully 
hard on the poor fellow, After he'd got 
Ned off neatly, too. Did I tell you how 
Tessie passed off the jewels on him?” 

“Yes, you did.” She smiled across 
the table at him dreamily. “But I'd love 
to hear it again. You're so interest- 
ing.” 

Bit by bit she had managed to get 
the whole story of the affair from him. 
Matched up with her most recent re- 
port on the couple’s activities on the 
other side, she felt sure of herself. By 
teasing Dolf, pretending she did not be- 
lieve he would ever get the money, keep- 
ing him at arm's length, she learned 
it was to be paid over the night of 
the twenty-fifth, 

“And I'm not spoofing you, lady fair,” 
he insisted tenderly. “He's coming up 
there with the cash, fifteen nice, new, 
thousand-dollar bills. If he doesn’t, the 
Frisco story goes to the papers in the 
morning. Now, if we give Tessie five 
thousand for her share, she'll hush up, 
because she won't want me to mention 
her name, casual-like, to the immigra- 
tion people. They're getting so nervous 
over the undesirables, and Tessie’ll be 
quite satisfied. And you and I'll just 
be married on the quiet, and slip away, 
eh?” 

“Tt sounds wonderful.” Shirley 
sighed softly. “Is it very far—the place 
where he is to meet you and Tessi 

“Still shy and. dubious?” He beamed 
at her roguishly. “It's a wise little 
owl, that’s what it is!’ Never believes 
anything Dolf tells her. It's a place up 


The Affa 


here in Westchester where Tessie’s been 
meeting him and settling up. The Lion 
d'Or they call it, 1 believe. Now, will 


you meet me that night afterward? I'll 
show you the cash then. \Will you?” 
“Yes,” she promised, under her 


breath, “I'll meet you surely that night, 
Dolf, surely.” 

The past three weeks had served to 
widen the breach between herself and 
Hartley until they barely spoke to each 
other, except before the children. He 
knew of her frequent absences, and was 
furious over her secretiveness and 
method of retaliation, She had pur- 
chased various gowns, all of them cost- 
ing far more than she was in the habit 
of spending on herself, Hats, shoes, 
gloves, silk hose, lingerie, the bills 
frightened her, but she set her teeth 
and went on, 

When Hartley spoke to her about the 
money she was squandering, she had 
laughed at him. 

“You don't like it, do you? But you 
can take fifteen thousand without ex- 
planation.” The retort never failed to 
silence him, even while it hurt her to 
remind him of it. She knew from the 
delays, and how he had tried to put off 
the payment to Tessie, that he had 
sought other ways out of the trap they 
had laid for him. His eyes questioned 
her mutely, an agony of hurt pride and 
dread in their look, but he had said noth- 
ing further. 

She had arranged to meet Dolf at 
eleven in the Garrick, the night of the 
twenty-fifth. Instead, she had gone into 
town as soon as the children had their 
dinner, and had taken a taxi up to the 
Lion d’Or. It was a long drive, fol- 
lowing the riverside route, around to 
Inwood, Riverdale, Yonkers, then up 
wooded heights, and into deep ravine 
cuts until the car followed ,a curving 
private road out to one of the head- 
lands. She glanced out when it stopped. 
The place was like a beautiful residence, 
commanding a full, sweeping view of 

&—Ains. 
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the Hudson. A great stone house, with 
turrets in the medieval French style. 
Narrow, cylindrical lanterns of wrought 
iron illuminated the stone gallery over- 
hanging the river bank. A semicircle 
of automobiles with dimmed lights lay 
off to one side of the drive like drows: 
ing beasts. 

She went up the low, broad steps and 
into a spacious hall, high-vaulted, richly 
furnished. The night was cool for 
spring, and a low fire burned in the 
great stone chimney place with its oaken 
ingle nooks and elk heads above. Two 
Russian wolfhounds slept on the Per- 
sian rug before the fire. A gentle-man- 
nered, low-voiced attendant advanced to 
meet her. 

“Tam to meet friends here,” she said 
quietly. “Mr. Ackers and_ his ter, 
and, [ think, a Mr. Travers.” 

She waited a moment while he stepped 
to the desk and consulted his chief. If 
they would not let her see Hartley, 
what could she do, she thought des 
perately. Music came faintly from be- 
hind closed doors down the hall. She 
found herself following the pattern of 
the rug at her feet. black on rose, grif- 
fins and luck emblems, a weaving of 
old superstitions jnto beauty. 

“If madame will kindly step this 
way——” The attendant was back, 
bowing, leading the way up the broad 
oak staircase to the heavily carpeted sec- 
ond floor, along the silent corridor. 
Then he stopped before a door, Her 
breath seemed to stifle her as he tapped 
discreetly, and turned the knob. 

“A lady to see madame et messieurs,” 
he murmured, and left her on the 
threshold. She stepped into the room, 
shutting the door behind her, leaning 
against it, and turning the key softly. 

They were all staring at her: Dolf, 
his heavy jaws drooping comically; 
Hartley, puzzled, on the defensive, 
angry; and the slim, blond woman who 
leaned back easily from the table, smok- 
ing her cigarette from a long, black- 
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enameled holder. 
sharply. 

“This is a private room—— 
gan, but Dolf interrupted hastily 

“Tessie, my dear, this is M 
a little friend of mine. 
cuse 


She eyed Shirley 


she be- 


s Bell, 
Tf you'll ex- 
us for a moment, I'll explain later.” 
Vait!" Shirley’s tone stopped him. 
She looked at Hartley. “Have you 
given them the money yet?” 
Before he could answer Tessie’s 
smooth, white hand struck the table. 
“Now you'd both better shut up. You 
can't pull off any trick on me. Who 
is this woman, Dolf >” 
She is my wife.” Hartley answered 


quietly. “Come away, Shirley. The 
thing's settled, thank Heaven. I don't 
want to see any more of them, It was 


merely a question of money, nothing 
more. I'm sorry you came here.” 

Shirley glanced from Dolf*s amazed 
face back to the woman who retained 
her seat, and smoked leisurely, It was 
with her she had to deal, she knew, 

“Miss Ackers, if you will give that 
money back to my husband, and swear 
to leave America to-morrow, T will not 
hand you over to the police to-night.” 

The black-enameled holder lowered 
slightly. Tessie frowned, pursing her 
lips. her gray eyes seeking Dolf’s flushed 
face. Hartley put one hand on his 
wife's shoulder heavily. 

“Dear, you can't do this. It's com- 
pounding a felony even to make terms 
with them. You don’t know——” 

“But T do know,” she answered 
pointedly, “I know that this woman 
went to you in San Francisco, twelve 
years ago, to get her husband out of 
jail. He was arrested on a charge of 
robbery, He had heen identified by the 
floor maid at the Charteris Hotel as the 
man she had seen trying a key at a 
certain suite. The next morning Mrs. 
John A. Sprague reported the loss of 
her jewels, valued at three hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars. Tessie asked you 
to defend Melbourne Ned. You needed 


as 
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a retaining fee, you told her. She had, 
no ready cash, but she gave you a dia- 
mond necklace to hold as security until 
she could raise the money in the East.” 
Conviction was in her voi 


“You can't clear it up, Shirley. I was 
guilty,” “Hartley again interrupted. 
“You can bet he was guilty He 


knew perfectly well where the necklace 
came from.” Tessie’s large eyes spar- 
kled with excitement as she leaned over 
the table, one finger pointing at Hart- 
ley. “And he got Ned off, but got 
caught himself afterward, when he tried 
to dispose of the necklace, and we were 
on our way to Australia.” 

“Well, he paid. didn’t h You never 
have.” Shirley faced her with a quiet. 
steeled decisiveness. “You've gone on 
playing the same game everywhere, 
You're wanted now on three different 
charges in Paris and London, All I 
have to do is ring up police headquar- 
ters, and tell them where they can get 
you and Dolf.” 

“My word, girlie, [ll swear they 
haven't got a thing against me!" Dolf 
leaped to his feet, his face glistening 
with perspiration. “Tessie, here. is 
rather a bad lat, but I've. 

“¥es, you've only taken every dollar 
from me I could pull together.” She 
gave him one sweeping look of con- 
tempt. “Suppose I don't take you up 
on this"— Tessie turned hack to the 
figure in black, standing at the end of 
the table—“I know all about Travers 
and vou. You're climbing fast, aren't 
you? How would you like it if T just 
tipped off the press that Mr. Hartley 
Travers was Billy Travers, the chap 
who was convicted of receiving stolen 
property as payment for services in a 
criminal case? How would you like it, 
ch?” 

Shirley met her eyes in one clear, 
straight look, found merely a sneering 
braggadocio there, and moved quickly 
to the telephone, handing the key of 
the door to Hartley as she passed him. 
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As she lifted the receiver Tessie’s 
hand closed tightly on her wrist. 

“Don’t be in a rush.” Her voice 
was chilled and sharp. “I never said 
1 wouldn't, did 17” She waited until 
the telephone was replaced, Opening 
the diamond clasp at her neck, she 
reached down and drew out a small 
chamois case bound in pink-silk ribbon. 
Extracting the new yellow bills, she 
handed them to Shirley who counted 
them. “Right? Then—we'll be going 
along.” 

Dolf pulled himself together with a 
touch of his old jauntiness, bowing as 
he backed toward the unlocked door. 

“Sorry, awfully sorry. Clever, clever 
little woman, Bye-bye! Good luck!" 

The door closed after the pair. Hart- 
ley stood with his hands on the edge of 
the table, his head bowed, his face drawn 
as if in pain. She waited until there 
was no chance of their returning, then 
went quickly to his side, and placed her 
arms close around his neck, drawing 
down his head to her shoulder. 

“Dear, dear,” she whispered, “don’t. 
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It's all over now. You've paid for any- 
thing you ever did.” 

He met her lifted lips in a long, close 
kiss, his hands framing her face as he 
looked deep into her eyes. 

“Do you know the reason why I tried 
to pay them off?" he whispered. “For 
your sake. I couldn't bear to have you 
know.” 

She smiled back at him. 

“I've always known, Hartley, ever 
since we were first married. I've just 
loved you, always—always. It wasn't 
wrong to bargain with them, was it? 
They're sure to be caught. The de- 
tectives have their record, anyway, and 
are hunting for them. But you and 
the children——" His kiss silenced her. 

Some time later the waiter tapped 
discreetly at the door, glanced noiselessly 
into the room, and withdrew at once. 
Presently Shirley drew back with a lit- 
tle happy sigh, pushing him from her, 
reaching for her gloves on the table. 

“We've just got time to make the 
eleven-twenty-four,” she said. 


we 


